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She was filled with sadness as she saw herself a home-
less wanderer, begging in the name of Christ at the win-
dows of village huts.
Nikolai gently took her hand and patted it with his
warm palm. Then he glanced at the clock and said,
"We'll talk about that later!"
"If our children, the dearest part of our hearts, can
give their lives and their freedom, dying without a
thought for themselves, what ought I to do, a mother?"
she cried.
Nikolai grew pale.
"I have never heard anyone speak like that before," he
said quietly, looking at her fondly and attentively.
"What can I say?" she asked, with a sad shake of her
head and a futile gesture of her hands. "If only I had the
words to describe this mother's heart beating in me. ...'
She got up, lifted by a great force that evoked a rush
of indignant words.
"Lots of them would weep then—even the lowest of
them, the most shameless!"
Nikolai got up too and looked at the clock again.
"So it's agreed? You will  come and  live with me in
town?" *
She nodded.
"When? As soon as possible," he said, adding gently,
"I shall be worried about you until you do."
She looked at him in surprise. What was she to him?
There he stood with his head on one side, smiling shyly,
a bent, nearsighted man in a plain black coat. His ap-
pearance contradicted his nature.
"Have you any money?" he asked, dropping his eyes.
"No."
Quickly he reached into his pocket and took out his
purse, opening it and holding out the money.
"Here, please take it," he said.
The mother smiled involuntarily.
"Everything's different with you!" she said with a shake
of her head. "Even money doesn't seem to be worth any-

